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Author's Notes: 
more first person perspective shit from me! Ending references to Kinsukuroi and here is a link to the 


Spongebob imagination joke: https://myoutube.com/watch?v =NaSd2d5rwPE 


They say you can have anything you want on god's green motherfucking earth, but /know that's bullshit. It's 


not just because l'm an insane pessimist, even if | am insane, a pessiment and an insane pessimist all at once. 
Ironically, it's because I'm a realist- and we are out of each other's leagues. 


| think | might have a thing for bassists or something, this is the second time people think I'm a faggot for my 
bassist, except in this case? Fuck yeah, | am. I'm damned, but what else is new? 


"Don't think so hard, you'll fry a few brain cells. You know how hard those are to replace." The dopey shit-face 
tells me. 


| can see him smirk from behind his cup of coffee and | resist the urge to slap the bottom rim just to see 


the horrified expression he'll give me when his entire face and neck gets doused in boiling, hot coffee... 


Mmm, it's a nice thought. A very, very nice thought.. but I've got to cool it. | go through bandmates faster 
than | go through crack. 


"Can it, kid" | grumble instead, jotting down more notes as Christian leans over the coffee table, suspended by 
his knobby elbows as he pokes out at my sheet of paper. 


"You've already used a similar line. Creativity, Niklas, maginatiorl" He forms an arc gesture with his hands, 


using his stupid goddamn spongebob voice. 

| scowl at him. You kiss the guy a few times onstage and all of a sudden he thinks you two are best buddies. 
We're not. | want to fuck the shit out of him. | want to make Christian cry. Nowhere in my book of intentions 
do | have ‘become best friends with Christian Larsson’ written down unless you add ‘mouth and/or asshole’ 


after ‘Larsson’. 


He's insufferable. Christian has this limp-looking blonde hair. It looks eerily like rope and | don't know where | 
want to lead him first... his pretty little face into the nearest glass wall or his ass over this fucking desk. 


| feel my pulse quicken and I'm pressing so hard that my pencil lead breaks. | throw it across the room in 
anger and watch as my little bassist runs after it and picks it up, mumbling something about going to go 
sharpen it. 


| light up a cigarette while | wait, making sure to glare at Christian as he hands it back to me. 


He gets so cheery when Im near, it's like I'm his happy pill. Digging in his back pocket, Christian produces his 
pack of cigarettes, and he takes one out and lights it off of mine. 


His green eyes sear into mine and shit its a nice view. | pull the cigarette out of my lips, hinting that now 
would be a good time to get the fuck out of my face unless he wants the kisses to become something off- 
stage too. 


He doesn't. Christian grins and blows the smoke into my face. 


| cough, angrily swatting the smoke away, as I'm assaulted with the mental images of putting this fucker in his 


place. 
‘Do it" The insane majority says. 


"Don" My waning sanity begs and god bless its soul because | need reminding that Shining is one line-up 


change from having to be renamed: 


Niklas's temper and the ever-revolving door of dimwitted musicians (with guest appearances from Niklas 


Kvarforth and Peter Huss). 
Instead | grab my paper and newly-pointy pencil and march away to my bedroom, shouting over my shoulder: 
"I can't get any fucking work done with you around!" 


"That's what she said!" Christian pipes up and Í slam the door shut, finally grated with the peace and quiet | 
desperately needed. 


Shaking my head, | decide that unless | want to write the next ‘120 days of Sodom’ | might as well get rid of 


my erection. A man has to do what a man has to do. 


| nestle myself deeper in bed and let my mind flicker back to the mental image of Christian smirking at me, 


but instead of wearing some retarded band-shirt he's naked- and between my legs. 


Its a very pretty picture, him and those big green eyes, looking up at me and begging for my approval. Very. 
Very. Nice. 


| can see him smiling with his mouth full of my jizz, or better yet cumming just off of blowing me. Wouldn't 


that be nice? Someone so submissive that just having your dick in their mouth makes them cum? Shit 


| shouldn't be thinking of Christian's climax | should be thinking of my own, but the mental image is a lingering 


one: 
Christian, his arms tied up behind his back and his mouth full of my dick, begging for it. 

| stroke myself faster and faster, but just as l'm about to finally just cum there's a knock on the door. 

Fuck! 

| hiss and quickly tuck myself back into my jeans just in time for Christian to open the door. 

He completely mis-reads why l'm so pissed at him this time: 

"Look, | know it's been roughly..eh.. twelve and a half minutes and | know you wanna concentrate on song writing 
and blah blah blah.." he drones on sarcastically before shaking his head, "I'm hungry, | wanted to know if you 
wanted to get pizza with me?" 


"Have you fucking seen me/?"| shout, guesturing down at my newly inflated body. Christian rolls his eyes: 


"Real men have curves Niklas- I'm paying. In or not?" Fuck, how can | say no to that? Isn't this sort of like a 


date if Christian's paying? 


‘lm in," | say begrudgingly, standing up to look for my sweater "no bananas as toppings this time!" | snap, 


pulling my only clean sweater over my head. 

"Pizza without bananas? Over my dead body!" Christian scoffs as | follow him out the door. 

In a way its a good thing that I've never done anything nasty to him. Lots of art is still beautiful because it's 
kept clean Old Grecian statues are still nice to look at because they've been polished and kept a prestine shade 
of white. The Mona Lisa wouldn't be nearly as striking if her paint was chipping off with a giant spaghetti stain 


over her dress.. 


Maybe its the same for Christian, and never in my entire miserable life could | have ever thought that I'd 
appreciate keeping somethings integrity, but that only lasts about twenty seconds or so. 


Christian trips over his shoelaces, landing on his hands and knees with his shirt riding up to show me all of 


One has to think of the Japanese here..shit's always prettier when it's broken 


End 


